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quality in a letter from Steer to Tonks of September 7, 1921, from
Southampton:
Gray has been a perfect brick and has done for me all that any human being could
possibly do. All I regret is that I am afraid I have made him waste a great deal of his
time.
His services did not end with Steer's life: as will appear later, he had the
exacting task of artistic executor. Hale and active at seventy-seven he is
still producing his deft watercolours, landscape or portrait, at a time when
his retreat, as a Brother of Charterhouse, is shut up and a studio for oil-
painting hard to come by. I have tested his sociable qualities in long
painting spells, Welsh and Cornish, and watched with admiration his
easy gift for getting into friendly relations with men and women of every
rank and kind.
Henry Tonks
TonksJs moods fluctuated between ravishment at having escaped from
medicine to the pleasures and pangs of drawing, and a bitter sense of lee-
way to make up, with doubts of his own capacity. So long as he was in
labour with or nursing a new picture in secret, hope ran high. 'With the
rest of us', said Steer, 'a picture is an everyday incident, with Tonks it is an
event/ It was anguish to display the new-born. To me he wrote about the
Sunday morning caricatures he threw off without effort and squandered
on his correspondents, as he did his delightful letters:
29.9.16
Such pleasure as I have derived from doing those drawings has been chiefly due to
the feeling that them at least I have not got to show to the public; that only one or two
will see them, and that Konody and such people have not got to judge them, and then
you ask me to throw them to the whole collected swine. No, not even if Ian Hamilton
consents to write a preface. They were done for you. When I exhibit a picture I
always feel it has lost its virginity; in my studio it seems to have a kind of innocence,
rather touching, even sometimes a kind of beauty, and just as a poor girl parts with
hers, so my poor picture goes out into Piccadilly and offers her innocence for what it is
worth. I dont want to get any thing out of these Sunday diversions. I should have done
you others, but the very feeble capacity I have in these matters suddenly left me, and I
found I was becoming silly, so I hope I stopped in time....
In the end he ceased to exhibit, but the invitation to show his collected
work at the Tate Gallery overcame his doubts and dread, and he was, for
once, almost content When, however, I had urged him, in a congratu-
latory letter, to press further in oils the dramatic and .composing gift shown
in his caricature-impromptus, and crossed him coming into my club with
a friend, he shot at me, 'MacColl, you're too didactic*, the last words to
ine of the super-severe schoolmaster, my admirable friend.